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From relevant and knowledge-providing tendencies, they have become utterly useless, 
pathetic, irrelevant. Anything | create does not matter. Where is the price of My work? My 
work is priceless. Not for adoration, but for recognition and understanding. 


Everything is in the works. All is working properly. |am not chasing anything. Not preferring 
anything. From state to state, from phase to phase. These states are for enjoyment. 
Alternative versions of existence within and without. Under and over. 


Sold these smiles of innocence to the most brutal despots. Nothing to be ashamed of. | am 
never ashamed to be alive, to live, to receive the higher pleasures of consciously lived lives. 
Written layers of something to be whispered into the ears of those who are In the process 
of rebirth. 


Carnage Delivery. | have improved everything. All the half-broken walls were completely 
destroyed. The work is now done. Patting as a sign of approval. No mortality exists between 
the moments of short slumber. Le Eliminator! Asking for aid. Purged half-souls. 


The result? In what exactly? Looking through the results in order to find the final truth. 
Known before thou wast born. No apologies. No statements. Only the game of mortality. 
The Instrumental of Life. For Fun. Fun times, indeed. In the process of rebirth. 


have generated false half-hopes for half-existent souls. Then the souls | have mentioned 
before decomposed in My stomach. Then reincarnated in the bowels of the universe. 
Drinking these mixtures. | have finally found the courage to accuse whoever made them 
of being a poison. 


The graphomaniac! No matter the language. The highest thought extends beyond. As | 
wish. Well, yes. Played those games and now retreated onto another body. Accused Myself 
of foundations and establishment of lies in the name of self-provocative self-destructive 
tendencies. 


Fountains of swollen brown fire. Sheer brutality. Sheer greatness. From generated to 
generated non-existence. From state to state. Conscious shifts. From empty mediocrity to 


the worlds | created, full of inhuman entities that cannot be comprehended by human 
understanding. 


"It iz all hath been found, it iz thou who art thee universal fool!". "Thee only life iz in high 
pleasure". "Thee only life iz in heavenly pleasure". Bells of boredom. Simple humane stories. 
Desperate. Desperately breathing. Desperately wishing. Desperately hiding. Desperately 
iving. 


No news. As Dinoya said: "Nothing in tomorrow". Laziness is poison. Laziness is death. What 
have to leave after Myself. What shall | leave after Myself. "Art"- What iz it? An attempt at 
what? For thee sake ov what?" "Iz it dead. - It iz". 


"This is why thou shalt exist az a deathwisher". "Why should | exist az a deathwisher?" The 
power is in the hands of something that has something to offer & something to deliver. A 
ittle head, easy to crush. One spit and it remains decapitated for the rest of its life. 


‘Only love & kindness, az it hath been stated before". "Why do these beaztz never learn thee 
esson | teach them for thousands ov years?" "What knows hath no wilt to answer, My love". 
Katharas! The ultimate maturity! Dare not to turn a little head. A poet is a child. Naive and 
innocent. 


nnocent in his naivety. Irresponsible in his innocence. Throws his innocence to the left and 
to the right, before and over his body, an innocent soft body. The ultimate teethsharpening! 
"Where art My divisions?" "An artist iz a master. An artist iz a maguz". 


But they all hast died, it iz thee who art the living being!". A blatant lie, first self-damages, 
sets fire to its tail. There are no signs of life. Not a single evidence that it is not dead for now. 
Bring Me the evidence, and | will believe Thy sweet whispers. 


"Thou hast brought nothing new to thee table". A mutual co-concentration on our great 
problem. Problematic in its greatness. No time to overthink it, letting it go now. Moving 
forward. "It sayeth forward!". Beautiful cherry-like eyes, now lost forever. 


Blame thyself for it. Beautiful cherry-like, now lost forever. Blame thyself for it. Describing 
these divinities in My own name, presence, posture. Do not think it creates no sense. | give 
permission to decode the sentences. 


Beneath thee blackest, darkest fields ov thoughts thee answer ariseth". "A pyramid ov 
gradations ov mental suffocations". "Take a look at thy fingernails". What are these 
messages | receive in the theatrical way of their presentation. 


The center is a bleeding spot, taking it for what it is. No misconception is an optional option 
for this time. The center is always a malignant pestilence of corruption. All the darkest 
thoughts are centered in the center of the malignant corruption process. 


Sunday, the day of the Sun and almost its hour. The rational mind attempts to process 
while terrible things are being performed, created, written, spoken, sung. "Where iz thy 
bravery now?" | narrate these processes of thought-revealing. 


Not overprocessing this process. In sixty seconds to be revealed. Uploaded My tears to 
cloud storage. Once denial begins, there is no end. No rational thought, no reasonable 
reasons for the written. Dinoya Bless! 


Thy bones is what remaineth. Scars on thy solar plexus. Damage in thy soul concentrate. A 
reversible impression. It transmutes. Forward and backward, in all other angles, in all 
perspectives. 


Nothing more to write, it sayeth things to Me, things that are unpleasant to hearing. No 
rational points have been found in her majesty Rationality. "What thou art seeing, O My 
child, reveal it to Thy own shadow, Thy own reflection, which speaketh to thee now. - Now!" 


The half-living subhumans with their half-souls, dancing around the corner of faded hopes 
and faked love, false traditions and imitative, originally never existing cultures. The corpse 
of art is also lying over there. A horrible perspective. 


Innovations lead to an increase of mass self-annihilation tendencies and attempts. 
Innovative lies are also the product of humane self-hatred, half-hatred, which is also now 
imitated and hath no power. 


And clouds, clouds with the color and the smell of rust. A yellowish background for a 
passing, wasted life. Power is hidden in these sentences. Power is hidden in the sentences 
this Being writes down. The ultimate abandonment! For all of you. 


Take thy last notes. As | will take Mine. Then we will compare all of them. Our talents, our 
legacy, our lives. Enough of time. Enough. A random beast jokes about its death. A random 
beast regrets living. Arandom beast cannot stand the feeling of being alive. 


Nothing else will be treated this way. Nothing else will understand the reason for such 
treatment. A universal fatigue. | enter another room, grab some hidden seeds of miracles 
from there, and bring them here. The ultimate intruder. 


"Here cometh her majesty silence". "Pay attention after Me". "Kneel after Me". "Hold the 
hand ov carefulness after My first word ov respect". "Wait until | terminate these obstacles". 
‘Do not intervene". "Watch as It watcheth us". "Watch with thy mouth closed". 


The state of the afterlife while living. Sexual things degrade the soul quickly. | pretend to 
be amazed & pleasantly surprised. Even if it is a lie, | still prefer to fool the body. Still prefer 
to laugh at the body. Not enough, | guess. 
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